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crest, pressed against her chest, " does not her blushing, as
becomes a virgin, answer for her heart ? "

Catapha rose and extended his hand to Cloten. He thanked
him for the honour, promised jewels and horses and gold as
gifts to Cloten and to all present, and swore eternal love to his
bride. Pointing to me he continued:

" The blood of Kotikokura, my steward and my friend, is
stirred at the sight of your women. Give him your niece,
Cloten, and I shall double the gifts to you and to your men
and women."

There was a long silence. Nemetonia, frail and dainty
as the first buds of Spring, shrank coyly. Cloten looked about
him inquiringly. The women whispered to one another.
The faces of the men wore deep frowns. Their hands clutched
meditatively at their beards. Was it because my skin was
darker than theirs that they hesitated ?

" The consent is difficult, Cartaphilus," Cloten said at last,
a look of cunning in his eye, " for I have promised Nemetonia
to him whose spear shall pierce yonder oak." He pointed to
a tree soaring on the peak of the hill transformed by distance
into a frail shrub.

The guests applauded their chieftain.   Nemetonia smiled.

Catapha meditated for a while. " Cloten/' he said finally,
" a chieftain's word is irrefutable, beyond argument or sword.
So be it, Cloten! Let all the youths of mettle and muscle
and keen eye compete. He whose spear reaches the goal
shall win the lovely maiden and a fistful of jewels, the gift of
Cartaphilus!"

" So be it 1" Cloten exclaimed. " Let all youths unmarried
try their mettle!" he commanded.

Catapha looked at me, his eyes pledging the promise of
divine intervention. Resentful at his lack of confidence in
my prowess, I refused to accept it. Was I Kotikokura in
vain ? Was I not my father's son ? Had not my spear and
my arrow struck eagle and tiger in flight ? Were not my